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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following ſtanzas are offered to the world, ag 

'an humble attempt to give a faint ſketch of the 

many excellencies of a departed Genius, with whom 
the Author lived for ſome years in the habits of the 
moſt cordial and deſirable friendſhip.— Mr. HEnDER- 
SON's profeſſional abilities were long the ſubject of 
general admiration while living; which, with his private 
virtues, muſt ever claim, and. receive the moſt un- 
bounded praiſe and eſteem from all who have been 
witneſs of the former, experienced the latter, or heard 
of both.—lt is therefore hoped that this debt of gratitude 
(though nothing was wanting to perpetuate his memory) 
however imperfectly expreſſed by the maiden pen of a 
young novice in the ſame profeſſion, will not diſgrace 
the man, who only at his death ceaſed to be his patron, 
nor prove unacceptable to thoſe, at leaſt, with whom 
(yet) his name is dear; and whoſe. voluntary friendſhip to 


the Author, called aloud for ſome public recital of his 
A worth 


LEM: 


wo, hich 3 the moſt laboured 3 of 
the ableſt hand would imperfectly convey ; for though 
he is aware that the unintereſted reader may very poſſi- 
bly refuſe to give him credit for every encomium, yet 
he is confident that all who were the leaſt acquainted 
with the man, will lament his inability to ſpeak his 
deſerts: And had the ſubject (to the Author's knowledge) 
been touched by any other pen, this attempt would 
never have appeared before the public eye; but his 
feelings had been confined to a private corroboration of 
that deſerved praiſe, beſtowed by fome abler Bard. 
However, ſuch as it is, he conſigns it to the world 
e with all its imperfections on its head,” and only aſks 
for that countenance which the ſubject may claim, and 
the execution deſerve; for though the original motive 
was, in ſome meaſure, to give vent to thoſe mingled and 
— moſt poignant emotions of grief, gratitude and admira- 
tion that preſſed about the heart and ſtruggled to break 
forth, yet now, its public ſucceſs as a literary work, 
will either entirely ſubdue in him a growing paſſion for 
poetic compoſition, or ſtimulate him, not only to cul- 
tivate his propenſity that way, but alſo to publiſh in a 
ſhort time, ſome Miſcellaneous * compoſed i in a few 
leiſure 


1 


d up by the applauſe of the one, 
nor deprefled by the ſeveri | 


r, he leaves to 


IAI] whence thoſe ſounds that ſpeak diſaſter nigh, 
And rob my harraſs d ſpirits of their reſt? 
Why ſtarts the tear unbidden from mine eye, 
Or whence theſe throbs that rend my lab ring breaſt? 


Is there ſome general woe about to fall, 
And wrap in common ſadneſs all the land? 
Or does my ſingle lot inherit all, 

The burſting woes of Fate's inveterate hand? 


B . No 


. 
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No partial chance cou'd ſhake my dauntleſs heart, 
ZE No trivial loſs my boſom's peace deſtroy, 
Not DzL1a's knell cou'd cer ſuch dread impart, 


To blaſt at once the healthſul face of joy. 


Ah! not to me alone, th' affrighted gale, 
Its wild unwelcome tidings ſtrives to ſpeak, 
All Nature ſickens at th imperfe&t tale, 
And Death's pale hues o'ergrow each ruddy cheek. 
Now o'er e the thick ning horrors ag L j 
Ten thouſand:ſighs convulſe the troubled air, 
Loud plaints ariſe from many a falt ring tongue, 
And ſcreams of grief and mutt'rings of deſpair! 


Fark! how the Screech-Owl flaps his leaden wings, 
And labours through the thick impervious gloomm 
Of death and horror, diſſonantly ſings, 
And haſtes to eon, him on ſome honour'd tomb. 


— 


Ill-omen' d 


C $7 
IILomen'd bird, that flieſt the face of day, 
To ſculk in charnel-houſe or cypreſs grove, 
O guide me now where'er thour't doom'd to ſtray, 
Where'er thy dreadful errand bids thee rove. 


Onward I go, with trembling limbs and flow, 
While many a mingled murmur wounds mine ear ; 
The timid tread, the ſmother'd ſigh, and now 
The reſpirations ſhort, of doubt and fear! 


Nought but increaſing dread cou'd urge me on, 
Thro' crouding forms freſh iſſuing as I paſs, 
For ſtill my guide proclaims ſome dear friend gone! 
Thrice flutt'ring gainſt the caſements quiv'ring glaſs. 


Now, O my ſoul! collect thy ſcatter'd powers, 
And all thy wonted: ſtrength at once reſume, 
| Heed not the bell that moans in yonder towers, 
Nor tapers dim, that aggravate the gloom; 
Nor 


614) 
Nor all the fears that multiply around, 
As if enamour'd of this ſhudd'ring clay, 
But let me quick attend that awful ſound, 
And follow to its gaol yon penſive ray. 


_ as my anxious ſoul impells me on, 
The utmoſt malice of my fate to ſhare, 
time pitying ſpirit whiſpers oft © begone! 
Nor tempt the terrors which thou canſt not bear. 


Away! ne'er ſhall my fond enquiries ceaſe, 
Nor threat'ning Dzmons thwart me as I go, 
Een Death's laſt pangs were extacy and peace, 
Compard with what my boſom burns to know. 


TI thank my foe, and call him wond'rous kind, 
That ſhall my fate malignantly expreſs, 
Een tho' therein my inſtant death I find, 
Een while he triumphs, wou'd I kneel and leb. 


| Yet 


N 
— 


1 (7 9] 
Yet why foreſtall dark Deſtiny's decree, 
Or ſhrink appall'd from the uncertain blow ? 


Friendſhip's firm ſhield, ſhall my ſtrong buckler be, 


And joys domeſtic brave the keeneſt woe. 


I have a friend, the patron of my youth, 


Nature's chief boaſt, and ev'iry Muſes pride, 
The ſoul of Genius, and the ſun of Truth, 
Their heav'nly-mingled beams diffuſing wide. 


From Fate's worſt ſhaft his friendſhip would protect, 
Or more than balance ev'ry treach'rous dart, 
Affliction's ſcourges and the world's neglect, 


His love would heal and deaden ev'ry ſmart; 


Fly then weak Fear, for well mayt thou perceive, 


That lull'd in bleſt ſecurity 1 lie: 
While Heav'n permits that HenpersoN ſhou'd live, 


I cannot ſuffer, nor my comforts die. 
Do Oh 


Than added horrors ſtruck upon my breaſt, - 


So fell my heart beneath this ruthleſs ſtroke, 


(485 50 
Oh impious boaſt! for ſcarcely had I preſt 
"Sweet Peace once more, and own'd her gentle ſway, 


* 
L 


And ſhook each fibre of this yielding clay. 


Methought a voice, tho now by anguiſh firain'd, 
Famihar yet, ſhot mad'ning thro' mine ear, 


Of. countleſs woes, and cruel gods complain d. 


That ſtretch d her lord on his untimely bier. 


It chaff 3 yet my doom fufbended hung— 
Again it wildly ray'd—again twas fled— 

But ſoon this climax clos d her falt ring tongue, 
My life, my all, my HENDERSON | is dead 7 


As falls the bolt that rends the knotted oak, 
Nor ſpares the bird that ſought its ſhade thro fear, 


And cruſh'd the charmer Hope that neſtled near. 


SE 8. 
# 
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O God! 


(N 
O God! cried I, when grief did let me ſpeak, 
And is this ſo? and could thou thus ordain? 
Deal this dire blow that many a heart mult breał, 
And thouſands whelm in ſympathetic pain. 


Cou'd not a nation's fervent prayers prevail, 
Nor friendſhip's num'rous ſupplications ſave, 
Nor yet his lovely Wipow's frantic tale, 
Nor HARRIET's ſorrows ſnatch him from the grave? 


Well, well might Nature ftrive to huſh the tale, 
That ſpoke her fav'rite wreſted from her arms, 
And or the world draw cloſe her darkeſt veil, 

And ſpeak ten thouſand ways her wild alarms. 


Scarce had great Truth fix'd firm her ſov'reign name, 
And ſimple Nature roſe o'er gaudy Art, 

Gainſt foes combin'd maintain'd his hard- earn d fame, 

Whilſt baffled Envy hurl'd her hurtleſs dart, 


Scarce 


Scarce had we witnel'd with n eyes, 


Than cruel Heaven the valu'd boon denies, 


His brilliant talents and his virtues bright, 


Stops his career and tears him from our ſight! 


Where then the honours which he juſt bad gain'd, 
* And all the pleaſing comforts which they gave, 
Which num'rous joys © and troops of friends” . 5 

But only given to m Oer his grave? ? 


It cannot be—nor muſt I yet believe, 


That Heav'n but lent: him for ſo ſhort. a term; 


But ſoon yon mournful train ſhall undeceive, 


And heal each wound, or ev'ry fear confirm, - 


Sudden 1 flew—and doubt as quickly fled, 


9 o 
n 


I join d the throng— but aſk'd not who was dead 


Scar d at the ſound of many a ſad note wild 


' 


— There rav'd his widow—and there l his child 
p l There 


« 
* 


(, 7) 
There was a ſcene that Fancy never knew, 
Nor this poor heart till now acknowledg'd ſuch; 
A ſcene his Shakſpeare's magic never drew, 
Nor Reynold's w-rm creative pencil touch'd. 


From fiction here diſguis'd in truth's array," 

No well-feign'd ſorrows once were ſeen to flow, 
No needy hireling ſram'd a fulſome lay, 

Nor venal voice diſturb'd the general woe. 


There as my eyes ſuffus'd, wou'd let me trace 
By the faint, ſickly, tapers glimm'ring glare, 

I recogniz'd full many a well-known face, 
Deep furrow'd now with abſolute deſpair! 


There too Melpomene, with tortur'd ſoul, 
Her ſpeechleſs grief wild ſtarting from her eye, 
To her pale lips applied the poiſon'd bowl, 
That fled repell'd before a burſting ſigh! 


| Quick 


Quick had her hand perform'd th' unfiniſh'd deed, 
And rais'd the poniard high to give the ſtroke 
Had not Reflection queſtion'd of the need, 
To ſtrike the heart that was already broke. 


Tho' nurs d by Grief and of Affliction bred, 
And long innur'd to Fate's ſevereſt blows, 

Too deeply touch'd, that heart with anguiſh bled, 
That erſt delighted in extremeſt woes. | 


Een gay Thalia, ſtill in tranſports dreſt, 
Whoſe bright'ning face cou'd coldeſt natures cheer, 
Now firſt was ſeen to ſtrike her alter d breaſt, | 


And from her eyelids wipe the guſhing tear. 


Fled was the ſmile, and fled the wanton air, 
The Comic humour ſporting in her eye, 
No flowers her robe, nor wreaths adorn'd her hair, | 


Her mirror broken and her maſk flung by. 


Not 


(E 
Not ſuch their loſs when Garrick ſought the ſkies, 
For then this Phenix from his aſhes ſprung ; 


But who ſhall now from HexnDtrsoON's ariſe ; 
To charm like him, the pleas'd attentive throng? —- 1 
ö 


Here his own Yorick's ever gentle ſhade, | 
Wrapt in Humanity's ſoft milk-white veſt, = 
From bleſt Elyſium's bowers unheeded ſtray'd 43 
To claſp his brother to his beating breaſt.. 


, 
— ö 8 . 
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For ſoon as Sympathy in heav'n was ſeen, 
Charg'd with th' uttering of the dreadful tale, ; 
With fervent friendſhip and with anguiſh keen ö 


To earth he flew, o'er horror to prevail. 


Eſcap'd from bliſs—as mortal now once more, 
A pious oath een ſcap'd him at the grave, 
such as of old determin'd Toby ſwore, 


But ah, how vain !—when *Elliot cou'd not ſave. 


* Sir John Elliot, an eminent Phyſician, and a particular friend of Mr, Henderſon's. 


| i 
One ſ 
. 


1 
One precious drop from that ſtill copious ſpring, 
Dear Senſibility! conſpicuous ſtole, 
1 ſaw diſtreſs his tender boſom wring, G 
And felt th invenom'd ſhaft that cut his ſoul. 


— 


Here laurell'd Science ſnatch'd the verdant wreath, 
That from the firſt of time his brows embrac'd, 
This one immortal leaf I thee bequeath, 


And be thy tomb with endleſs honours grac'd. 


Here Genius, Taſte, here Humour, Wit and Whim, 
And all the Virtues, all the Graces came, 
All, all deplor'd the cureleſs loſs of him, 
Whoſe ſpirit caught, and {till preſervd their flame. 


— 


, In ſaddeſt plight the Drama's mourners mov'd— 

— 5 In order'd grief, with Shatfþeare at their head, 

Cloſe preſs d by thoſe his judgment once approv'd, 
In different hoſts by mighty leaders led. 


=_ A OS | But 


U .j 
But ſullen grief, arreſts Deſcription's power, I. | 

Nor can the Muſe their ſep'rate claims make known, | 
For doom'd a ſufferer in this woe-fraught hour, 


Too much endures, een to relate her own. 


Let praQtis'd Bards, all emulous of Fame, 
Th' extended theme in poliſh'd lays rehearſe, 4 
Warmly pourtray with Inſpiration's flame, 5 
A ſubject worthy of the boldeſt verſe. | | B 


For me, whoſe natal hour unheeded fell, 
Upon a time no fav'ring influence ſhone, 
Muſt private woes in humbleſt manner tell, 


And framemy verſe by Friendſhip's power alone. 


Yet link'd by Sympazhy's endearing ties, 
To ſocial ſufferings, as to ſocial joys, 
Beholds around, Deſpondency ariſe, 
And claſhing cares th' oercharg'd mind employs. 


E Here 


= 


i) 


Here Hamlet, philoſophic Prince, was ſeen 


Irregularly ſtalk in alter'd guiſe, = 
Hurt was indeed the brain, and wild the mien, 
And rack d the breaſt that heav'd its burſting fighs. 


And is it come to this he ſadly ſaid, 
As to his corſe in agony he clung = 


& He was a man“ He was ! he now is dead! 


And break my heart, for I may hold my tongue.” 


Here hum'rous Jack—no counterfeiting now, 
Gainſt Melincholy's power in vain wou'd ſtrive, 
Time ne'er can eaſe him of this dreadful blow, 


Nor leavers raiſe, nor cups of fack revive. 


Dim are the eyes that roll'd with wanton glee, 
And ſpoke a mind with broadeſt humour fraught, 
Thoſe eyes no more ſhall animated be, 4, 


1 Nor move obedient to the jovial thought. 


There 


. 
There ſullen Richard, full of deep deſign, 
Whoſe ſavage breaſt no ſoft emotions knew, 


Felt at his heart a pitying power divine, 
That fill'd his fiery eyes with gliſtening dew. 


Where now ſhall mad'ning Lear for ſuccour fly, 
Ho in his dotage wond'rous deeds perform? 
How will he dare to meet the angry ſky, 

* Or bide the pelting of th' pitleſs ſtorm” ? 


| Here gay Don John and proud Malvolio, 

That until now no weeds of ſorrow wore, 
With fretſul ſpeech and melancholy brow 

| Own'd mirth was dead and pedantry no more, 


Among the train that moſt bewail'd his fate, 
Nor hop'd relief, was deſperate Sir Giles, 
No honors now cou'd wicked Joys create, 
Nor mines of wealth, nor any great man's ſmiles. 


Comus 


) 


Comus is fled and all his route broke up, 


That erſt thro' Ludlow's myſtic mazes trodʒ 
More charm'd his eyes than did the flaming cup, 
The magic duft, or yet th' enchanting rod. 


Here ſprightly Benedick and buſtling Bayes, 

Have loſt the charms that made their preſence dear, 
Nor this the ſmile, nor that the laugh can raiſe. 

Nor ſhoot one ſhaft of wit and folly here. 


The wretched Thane, tho' freed ſrom infamy, 

With no * falſe face” cou'd hide a deſp'rate ſorrow, 
But as he ſorely wail'd the dire decree, 

Heart-broke exclaimd “ He ſhou'd have dy'd to- 


morrow. 


Now baſhful Leon, who ſince Garrick's death, 
Once rais'd his head and led the lordly life, 
Finds all his powers eſcap'd with Rosc1us' breath, 
Nor hopes to rule, tho' he might get a wife. 


There 


n 
There fell ago, mongſt the ſuff ring train, 
With mute expreſſion told his deep diſmay, 
He ſaw expir' d Inſinuations reign, 
Nor walks again in Treach'ry's guileful way. 


4 
Here Jacques © big round tears, in piteous chaſe, 


* Cours'd one another down each manly cheek,” 
Deep channels fretting in his penſive face, 
And lab' ring heart that ſtruggled hard to break, 


And Shylock too had mingled with the eroud, 
Had not the vet'ran Macktn lur'd his heart, 

Long ſince allur'd, and of the alliance proud, 
Sworn while he liv'd, ne'er from his lord to part. 


Here Old Evander and Sciolto move, 
With halting ſtep and tott'ring in the rear; 
c Tho' laſt, not leaſt, in HENDERSON'S dear love,” 


Now well confirm'd by many a briny tear. 


F The 
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Comus 1s fled and all his route broke up, 


That erſt thro' Ludlow's myſtic mazes trod ; 
More charm'd his eyes than did the flaming cup, 
The magic duſt, or yet th' enchanting rod. 


Here ſprightly Benedick and buſtling Bayes, 

Have loſt the charms that made their preſence dear, 
Nor this the ſmile, nor that the laugh can raiſe. 

Nor ſhoot one ſhaft of wit and folly here. 


The wretched Thane, tho' freed from infamy, 

With no * falſe face” cou'd hide a deſp'rate ſorrow, 
But as he ſorely wail'd the dire decree, 
Heart-broke exclaim'd—* He ſhou'd have dy'd to- 


MOTrrow. 


Now baſhful Leon, who ſince Garrick's death, 
Once rais'd his head and led the lordly life, | 
Finds all his powers eſcap'd with Roscios' breath, 
Nor hopes to rule, tho' he might get a wife. 


There 


. 
There fell Jago, mongſt the ſuff'ring train, 
With mute expreſſion told his deep diſmay, 
He ſaw expir'd Inſinuations reign, 


Nor walks again in Treach'ry's guileful way. 


Here Jacques © big round tears,” in piteous chaſe, 
* Cours'd one another down each manly cheek,” 
Deep channels fretting in his penſive face, 


And lab'ring heart that ſtruggled hard to break, 


And Shylock too had mingled with the croud, | N 
Had not the vet ran Macktin lur d his heart, e 
Long ſince allur'd, and of the alliance proud, 


Sworn while he liv'd, ner from his lord to part. 1 


Here Old Evander and Sciolio move, 
With halting ſtep and tott ring in the rear; 
„ Tho! laſt, not leaſt, in HENDERSON's dear love,” 


Now well confirm'd by many a briny tear. 
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The laſt fad office which they e'er will pay, 
Is to attend their ages fallen prop, 


For ſpurr'd by grief and nature's ſwift decay, 
They to their laſt Aſylum ſoon mult drop. 


Nor muſt the Grampian Shepherd's humble lot, 


Be now debarr'd a place his ſorrows claim, 


Ne'er ſhall his aged ſuff rings be forgot, 
But live recorded with his Maſter's fame. 


And many a well-known aged face I lee, 
And many a faultring voice I hear beſide, 
f Yet none more juſt might rue the harſh decree, 


i | Than he who bold exclaimd “ He might have died!” 


The firm Horatizs—who had rather know, 
His boy had fall'n beneath the ruthleſs ſtroke, 
Than that he fled ignobly from the foe, 4 
Or bow'd his neck unto the Alban yoke. 


(. 1 


The firm Horatius Ah! the very ſame, 
Whom laſt our Roscius Proteus, honours bore; 
And own'd he ſelt that patriotic flame, 
That once he felt, but now ſhould feel no more. 


(To ſerve the Drama and aſſert his rioht, 
Perhaps too ſoon he leſt the ſickly bed, 


And the raſh act that fix'd his glory quite, 
To Death's dark realms the vanquiſh'd victor ſped). 


All theſe and many more diſtinctly ſeen, 
In varying accents told one common grief; 


Hope never once illum'd the black'ning ſcene, 


Nor promis'd laſting joys, or ſhort relief. 


But why ſhou'd theſe alone the right engroſs, 
The mournful right and priv'lege to complain, 

Not more their grief, nor greater is their loſs, 
Than mine, the meaneſt of his honor d train. 


I have 


(209 
I have a Patron, nay a Father loſt, 
A more than Father—ev'ry honor'd name, 


Whole ſettled friendſhip, ne'er by changes toſt, 
My laſting love and endleſs grief muſt claim. 


My many faults with partial eye he view'd, 
And ſtrove to weed them out with tend'reſt care, 
Leſt the young heart, by ſome ſharp touch too rude, 
Rebell'd and ſpurn'd the good he cheriſh'd there. 


On his clear brow, ſeverity neer hung, 
Nor gnawing paſſion rankled in his heart, 


But ſoft perſuaſion hung upon his tongue, 
And ſpoke a ſpotleſs ſoul devoid of art. 


But who ſhall now the erring thought direct, 

And train to noble deeds my unform'd mind ; 
Ah!—No ſuch friendſhip can I e'er expect, 
So wond'rous firm and generouſly kind! 


$0 
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So great a bleſling twice was never meant, 


For man to ſhare, or to his wiſhes given, 
And only once to favor d mortals lent, 


For ſome kind purpoſe of indulgent heaven. 


But ſee! the Abbey's pond'rous doors give way, 


Hark! thro' the aiſles the grating hinges ſound, 


How ev'ry voice the echoing tombs betray, 


And ſpread our woes, reverberating round, 


The ſombrous dome, reſponſive to our woes, 
The ſolemn dirges, that our loſs deplore, 

All, all aſſiſt to aggravate our throes, 
Inſpiring horrors never felt before. 


And here the bird of night that 'fore me flew, 
And moping ſought {ome unfrequented hold, 
Or ruſtling bruſh'd the foul funereal yew, 
In ſhriller ſhrieks his anguiſh gan unfold, 


G 


Now 


(22) 
Now thro' the aiſles, deep echoing to their moans, 
The ſad proceſſion bore the honor'd bier, 


Where Shakſpere's Genius liſtening to their groans, 
Bow d from his ſhrine, and cry'd— Repoſe him here. 


Here then they halted at his SH eres ſhrine, 
Here was the anthem ſung—the ſervice read, 
When © duſt to duſt” from holy writ divine, 
| Swell'd the long ſcroll of th' illuſtrious dead. 
But now each honor to his mem'ry due, 
Iu0e rites funereal all diſtinQlly paid, 
| Let me awhile, abſorb'd in ſorrow, view, 
The precious ſpot where all our joys are laid. 


Let faithful friendſhip draw the changed face 
Of all we lov'd and all we now deplore, 

One private ſcene of ſharpeſt miſery trace, 
And fix the look that ne'er ſhall alter more. 


6 


What tho' in hallow'd earth his aſhes lie, 
And with immortal far-fam'd names repoſe, 
That thought not ſtops one fountain of the eye, 
Nor heals one little wound this boſom knows. 


Not all the prayers which pious hearts could form, 
The world's whole wealth collected at a breath, 
To life's kind glow his frozen breaſt cou'd warm, 
Or bribe to mercy, unrelenting Death, 

SY 


Cold are thoſe lips whoſe faſcinating ſmile, 
Smooth'd his keen wit and grac'd the poliſh'd jeſt, 
Whoſe poignant edge cou'd every ill beguile, 
And drive th' intruding anguiſh from the breaſt. 


Clos d are thoſe eyes that late with paſſion arm'd, 'Y 
Or moving ſlowly to his temper'd mind, 
Th' obdurate breaſt with fictious fears alarm'd, 

Or ſyay d the ſoul that clamour cou d not bind. | | 
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No more his ears ſhall catch the grateful ſound 
Of general plaudits to his genius due, 
Nor joyous converſe {weetly mingling round, 


From friends, relations, and th' enlighten'd few. 


No more his heart ſhall feel th' extatic Joy, 
Which oft the © milk of human kindneſs” gave; 

No more on gen'rous acts his thoughts employ, 
Nor reach his hand to ſuccour and to ſave, 


No more alas! his widow'd wiſe ſhall hear, 
His footſteps ſound and run her Lord to meet; 
Steal from his tongue rich mulic for her ear, 


And from his lips joy-kindling kiſſes ſweet. 


No more ſupremely bleſt! ſecurely dwell, 
On many a coming ſcene of ſweet delight, 


No ſmiling morn ſhall wake her bliſs to tell, 


Nor kind endearment glad th' approaching night. 


But 


PT 
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But wrapt in endleſs ſorrow's darkeſt veil, 
Which Time in vain ſhall ſtrive to ſnatch away, 
While ſad reflection brings the dreadful tale, 
And keeps it drawn on ev'ry future day, 


Of all bereft, ſave that his fame ſurvives, 


And {till muſt claim a gen'rous nation's care, 


With whom each tender ſhoot of genius thrives, 


And lives to bleſs the power that plac'd it there. 


His little Hagritr too, ſhall live to tell, 
How look'd her Sire, and how her father walk'd, 
His ev'ry action yet rememb'ring well, 


And liſping, ſweetly mimic how he talk'd. 


Shall tell how on his knee ſhe oft has fat, 
How oſt ſhe us'd his dear embrace to prove, 

How oft he blended with her harmleſs chat 
The mild inſtructions of a parent's love. 


H Struck 
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Struck with the tale the half. pleasd mother ſees, 
In this low d offspring all the father riſe, 


While tears like dew-drops on the lillies leaves, 
Hang ſweetly beauteous near their gliſtening eyes. 


: And is he gone? and will he ne'er return?” 
The wretched fair again of Heaven demands. 
Of her, the child, her deſtiny wou'd learn, 


Nor once claſp his knees, nor kiſs his hands? 


C No !—faintly fell—with that reluctant 1 
That yet at full confirm'd the dread decree, 
© For ever gone he is—and we muſt moan, 


Nor I embrace, nor thou once claſp his knee. 
P : 


But thou, ſweet girl, ſole object of my care, 
In my dear love, ſhalt find his goodneſs run, 
© And all the bleſſings of that affluence ſhare, 


* His prudence kept when induſtry had won. 
«Well 


( 


Well quit the ſcenes where late our pleaſures lay, 
« And leek Retirement's unmoleſted bower.— 
© Yet mult we?—Yes my child, we muſt away, 


And ſpend in ſolitude the penſive hour. 


There will I rear thee, (to my fate reſign'd), 
* To evry virtue and to every grace, 
That late adorn'd thy father's ſpotleſs mind, 
« Liv'd in his heart, and ſhone upon his face. 


© The ling'ring thought indeed will ſtay behind, 
* And dwell on paſt delights and preſent pains, 
Which we will tell to ev'ry paſſing wind, 


* That fans the groves, or breathes along the plains,” 


So ſaying—fondly claſp'd her weeping child, 
Once more her Lord was to her boſom preſt— 


They tore her hence—her looks were frantic wild, 


Ihe ſcene was clos'd—Let fancy gueſs the reſt. 


Oh! 
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Oh! how unwilling is the heart to own, 
Each proſpect darken'd—every comfort fled, 
How oft we cheriſh Hope, whoſe pow'r is known 


To chear the ſoul and raiſe the drooping head. 


Yet Hope but flatters, till on life's rough ſea 


Her treach'rous waves have far our veſſels borne, 


When left to weather foul Misfortune's ſea, 


Our vent'rous barks by adverſe ills are torn, 


Yet ſtill we paſs and cling to ſafety's ſhore, 
And fondly hope our deſtiny to ſhun, - 
Seize the laſt trembling reed to bear us o'er, 


Nor till that fails us, own ourſelves undone! 


So the poor Mariner, by tempeſts toſt, 
And rudely daſh'd upon his wat'ry bier, | 
Deems not his ſhatter'd frame for eyer loſt, 


While one poor plank floats flatteringly near. 


But 
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But ſoon the curling billows fiercely roll, 
And cruſh their victim in their raſh embrace, 
Hope never more buoys up his ſinking foul, 
Nor kindles comfort in his truſting face. 


All, all is-paſt! and welcome dark deſpair, 
Nor Hope once dare to flit acroſs the gloom ; 
J wiſh not now thy ill-tim'd ſmiles to ſhare, 


But breathe my ſelfiſh ſorrows o'er his tomb: 


But now the morn her bluſhing light reveals, 
Unfriendly ſtill to Melancholy's reign, 
Till day retires, my breaſt its woes conceals, 

Repreſling now, more wildly to complain. 


Here at the dead and ſilent hour of night, 
While ſleep ſhall cloſe the eye, from anguiſh free, 
By the pale moon's imperfect glimm'ring light, 

This reſtleſs form ſhall oft reviſit thee. 


I The 
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The long drawn aiſles and mould'ring forms around, 
Receiving yet their unexhauſted praile, 

Full oft ſhall ſee me tread this ballow'd ground, 
And hearken to my wild unalter'd lays. 


In Grief's wild tranſport claſp thy ſacred urn, 
And to this heart the cold dank marble preſs; 

This heart that ever ſhall with friendſhip burn, 

And ſcorn relief from Sorrow's vaſt excels, 


Still ſhall thy aſhes drink the grateful dews, 
That all unbidden from theſe ſprings ſhall fall, 

Rememb'rance never ſhall the boon refuſe, 
Nor hide her ſuff rings at Affection's call. 


Bleſt! if as oft my tongue ſhall tell thy fame, 
As oft my tears thy matchleſs worth impart, 

I catch ſome portion of that heavenly flame, ft 
That fir d thy mind, and warm'd thy gen'rous heart. 


So 


„ 

So while my wonder ſhall its tributes give, 
And Gratitude its endleſs ſtrains ſupply, 
Shall his idea teach me how to LIVE, 


And his example learn me how to DIE: 
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